KE VENANT

with mysterious influences such as haunt the Celtic
world,

I was especially aware of those magic influences one
New Year when I was staying on business in the little
grey town at the mountain's foot.   The cliffs and
crags of the precipitous range towered high above the
town, and the summits were hidden in clouds and
mists, now and again just blown away by the scream-
ing tempest to reveal some crest unexpectedly high
and covered with thin and drifting plumes and gullies
of snow.    Cataracts of brownish water streamed down
every cleft in the mountain-sides, and the main river,
flowing through the town under an ancient bridge,
had flooded the neighbouring streets and houses.   To
myself such a scene appeared as beautiful as stern, but
beauty has little effect upon the native mind, and the
inhabitants of the town were to all appearance grim,
silent, and unlovely.   Gloomy-hearted men and hard-
featured women they seemed, battling through long
generations for very existence against the hardships
of the country they inhabited.   Their lives depended
chiefly on sheep, and the sheep depended on the
mountains.   The houses were built with thick walls
of grey and partially hewn rock, in the hope of shut-
ting out the deluges of rain and the blasts of the wind.
What little time the people could spare from the
struggle for food and warmth was given to the con-
templation of eternity or the more soothing visions
of drink.    Not   that   they   were   a   drunken   race.
Drink was their temptation, as  being the readiest
way of escape from this vale of tears ; but, conscious
of their impious longing for that premature escape,
large  numbers of them had from childhood been
pledged to resistance, arid had succeeded in keep-
ing   themselves   inwardly   dry.    Perhaps    all   the
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